A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
division is marched to Calais from Flanders, to
restore order.
The majority of the men are savage for freedom.
Tactful handling of problems is required, and when
this is the rule the British soldier is, as usual, sensible.
Mutiny is the invariable outcome of official incom-
petence, and when mutineers are punished, as must
always be the case - for no mutiny can be condoned -
responsible senior officers should invariably share
a similar fate. This was not done in 1919.
At last 1 receive orders to proceed to England to
report at the War Office.
I drive to 'Wipers' to see the ruins. I walk over
the battlefields of Thiepval, Bourlon, Ervillers,
Mory, the Lys and the Somme, for the last time.
The silence in these places is uncanny - as I pass
over the sacred spots sanctified for ever to the
sacrifices and valour of such men as George Gaffikin,
Campbell, Kennedy, Morgan, Andrews , Amery-
Parkes, and Gough, my soul seems to rebel within
me. I think of the wasters who avoided military
service cfor conscience sake5; or who sought security
at home doing their bit in uniform - and yet well
out of it all. 'Good heavens/ I say to my companion,
as I stand on the spot where my orderly killed the
German with the Very light, SI can't stand this, let
us to Boulogne and Blighty, to forget - every inch of
this ground hides a tragedy.5 'I think/ he wisely
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